II
ON  GROWING  OLDER
THE sun flares red behind leafless elms and
battlemented towers as I come in from a lonely
walk beside the river; above the chimney-tops
hangs a thin veil of drifting smoke, blue in the
golden light. The games in the Common are
just coming to an end ; a stream of long-coated
spectators sets towards the town, mingled with
the parti-coloured, muddied figures of the players,
I have been strolling half the afternoon along the
river bank, watching the boats passing up and
down ; hearing the shrill cries of coxes, the
measured plash of oars, the rhythmical rattle
of rowlocks, intermingled at intervals with the
harsh grinding of the chain-ferries. Five-and-
twenty years ago I was rowing here myself in
one of these boats, and I do not wish to renew
the experience. I cannot conceive why and in
what moment of feeble good-nature or mis-
applied patriotism I ever consented to lend a